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The TRUE LOVERS Joy:? 


Or, JA Dialogue between a Seaman and his. Love. 


Maid. 
T ARK Charon, come away, 
bring forth thy Boot and Oars, 
And carry me, poor harmleſs Maid, 
unto the Elizium Shores. 


Charon. 
Who Charon calls in haſte? 
whilſt I fit here in Pain: 
I carry none but pure and chaſte, 
ſuch as true Love hath ſlain. 


I come, dear Soul, I come, 
thy Face deth ſo incharm me, 


Come in my Boat, and take thy room, 
no Wind nor Wave ſhall harm thee. 


Maid. 
Now I am come in thy Bo..t, 
I am a Maid undone ; 
Sighing, my Heart is almoſt broke, 
for my Love he is from me gone. 


Thus as I paſs the Shades, 
I'll tell you a mournful Tale, 
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So full of Sighs as we do paſs, 
ſhall ſerve us for a Gale. 


And to beguile the Time, 
I'll ſing a True Lover's Song; 


Mine Eyes ſhall flow a Sea of Tears 


to carry the Boat along. 


Oh! What'sbecome of thoſe hard Hearts 
of a Virgin takes no puty ? 

They're failing to Virginia Parts, 
where Neptune hath built a City, 


Oh! Cupid he hath wounded me, 
and hath pierc'd my tender Heart, 


Io call tor One whom I lov'd ſo dear, 


who cares but little for't. 


Thus in the Shades below 
we'll waſte the tedious Hours, 

No Guſt of Wind, but Sighs ſhall blow 
the Boat, with Charon's Oars, 
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His ANSWER. 
TAY gentle Charon, ſtay, 
and let thy Boat alone; 


2 Row not the harmleſs Maid away, 


that lits and makes her Moan, 


& For ſhe that calls fo faſt, 


and ſigns ſo at thy Stay, 


A Virgin is as pure and chaſte 


as Cer true Love did ſtay, 


She's no dear Soul for thee, 


let not her Face incharm thee, 


Though Room within thy Boat there be, 


her Beauty there may harm thee, 


Oh ! Fair One, if you go 

I'm more undone than you ; 
My Heart doth equal Sorrow know, 
and ſtill my Love is true. 


> The Shades you muſt not paſs, 


or mournful Stories tell; 


' Inſtead of ſighing Gales, alas! 


a Kiſs will do as well. 


You'd better ſtay on Shore, 

and ſing us a true Lover's Song; 
It is enough, we need no more 

to carry his Boat along. 


No Heart fo hard I know, 

but would gladly eaſe your Pain, 
Elſe let him to Virgina go, 

and ne'er.return again. 


my If Cupid hath wounded you, 
SO he hath wounded me before; 
lt you love, as you fay you do, 

„ I love you as much; or more. 
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SY In Beds of ſofteſt Down 
we'll ſpend the ſhort-liv'd Nights, 
No Guſt of. Wind, or Sigh ſhall drown 
the Current of our Delights, 


Maid. 
Come gentle Charon, come, 
and:me to Shore remove, 
The Wind deſpairing, flight did blow 
to waft me unto my Love. 


How ſlow the Boatman ſteers, 

it he no faſter ply, 223 

My Love to rid me of my Fears, 
ſhall lend me his Wings to fly, 
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To thee, dear Love, I float, 
finding chee juſt and true, 
And bid to Charon and his Boat 
eternally adieu. 
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Make haſte, make haſte, my Dear, 
for if thou longer ſtay, 

Through the Floods without all Fears, 

my Arms ſhall make their Way. 


Welcome my Love, to ſhore, 

I Il keep thee from all harms, 
And thou ſhalt ride for Evermore 

at Anchor in my Arms, 
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